THE ESCAPE FROM THE LEADS       jg?
to come at seven o'clock that night to finish his work, and
to be not one minute earlier or one minute later, and to
work for exactly four hours and no longer.
'Our liberty/ said I, 'depends on rigorous exactitude.* It
was now the twenty-fifth of October, and the moment
when I was to execute my project, or abandon it for ever,
was not far distant. The State Inquisitors and the secretary
went every year to pass the first three days of November at
some village on the mainland. Laurence profited by this
absence to get drunk every night, and consequently slept
later in the morning.
I had got into that superstitious frame of mind which
leads men, at some momentous point of their career, to be
influenced by a verse in the Bible or a verse in Virgil. My
intellect, weakened by long months of captivity, clamoured
for an oracle. I determined to consult the divine poem
Orlando Furioso by Ariosto. I wrote my question on a slip
of paper, with a combination of numbers which was to
point out stanza and verse, and I found the following
line:—
*Fra il fin d'ottobre e il capo di novembre.'1
The aptitude and precision of this verse seemed to me
admirable. I won't say that I placed absolute faith in it, but
it was excusable of me, I think, to feel elated at the promise
it held forth.
The most singular part of this is, that between the end of
October and the beginning of November there is only the
instant of midnight, and it was precisely on the stroke of
twelve on the thirty-first of October that I left my cell.
Soradaci had had nothing to eat for twenty-four hoursj
and I judged that the moment had now come to make an
impression on his confused and stupid mind, to render it, if
possible, more confused and more stupid than usual. I called
him, and he dragged himself along the floor to my feet,
where, weeping bitterly, he told me that if I refused to
forgive him, he should die during the day, for the curse of
1 •'Between the end of October and the beginning of November.*

